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drive in the Park Lane barouche. His father always had
bays, because old Jolyon had browns, and Nicholas blacks,
and Swithin greys, and Roger—he didn't remember what
Roger used to have—something a bit eccentric—piebalds,
he shouldn't wonder. Sometimes they would talk about
horses, or, rather, about what they had given for them:
Swithin had been a judge, or so he said—Soames had never
believed it, he had never believed in Swithin at all. But
he could perfectly well remember George being run away
with by his pony in the Row, and pitched into a flowerbed
—no one had ever been able to explain how; just like
George, with his taste for the grotesque ! He himself had
never taken any interest in horses. Irene, of course, had
loved riding—she would! She had never had any after
she married him. ... A voice said :
" Well, what do you think of him, Uncle Soames ? "
Val, with his confounded grin ; Jack Cardigan, too, and
a thin, brown-faced man with a nose and chin. Soames
said guardedly:
" Nice enough nag."
If they thought they were going to get a rise out of him!
" Think he'll stay, Val ?    It's the deuce of a journey."
" He'll stay all right.''
" Got nothing to beat," said the thin brown man,
" The Frenchman, Greenwater."
" No class, Captain Cardigan. He's not all the horse
they think hirri, but he can't lose to-day."
" Well, I hope to God he beats the Frenchman ; we want
a Cup or two left in the country."
Something responded within Soames' breast. If it was
against a Frenchman, he would do his best to help.
" Put me five pounds on him," he said, suddenly, to
Jack Cardigan.
" Good for you, Uncle Soames.    He'll start about evens.

